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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, wings and summer days 
Will miss you; and men, whose treeless ways 
You gladdened in the dusty town. 
I wish that we could keep your pleasant sheen ; 
I wish you need not fade and be cut down. 
But buildings are more worth than vines, you know, 
Old vine. Forgive this wasting of your precious green: 
Forgive us that we had to let you go ! 

ARCHES 

Under the high-arching bridge 
The shadow arch 
Bends itself, 
Curved 

Down into the water; 
And lies in the water 
As motionless 

As the arch above it is motionless: 
Masonry of the dusk. 

CONTINUANCE 

What will you find 

In the depths of the wind — 

What does it hold ? 

Fold on fold on flowing fold 

Clasp it, and your fingers press 
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Continuance 



Only a soft emptiness; 

Only air is in your hand. 

Yet this nothing may command 

The purposes of men and seas, 

Ordering them with a mighty ease; 

With that same, that ancient power 

That was born in time's first hour, 

In the beginning of change and days. 

But never its strength delays 

Or grows old, or will weary pr rest; 

Nor the years diminish its wild invisible zest. 

SKY-HUMOR 

How many and many 
Since the world began 
Have sung of your beauty, 
Moon ! — 

Since the world began. 
And now tonight 
We call you ours, 

Saying that your beauty belongs to us, 
Dreaming that only ourselves 
Have known your mystery. 

Sometimes, 
Under the hiding of the clouds, 
Do you smile, 
And laugh to yourself 
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